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TERMS I

Two Dollars per annum—in advance.
ADVERTISEMENTSE.

Dne Square, first inSertoN.coeeessensrasseS1 00
Every subsequent insertion....cceeesescsee 30
Contracts for three months, or longer will

be made st reduced rates. ;
" ‘A1l communications which subserve private
- .nterests will be charged for as advertiserients.
Obitaaries and tribates of respect will be

charged for.

 POWDER

. Absolutely Pure.

This powder pever varies. A marvel of
purity, strength and wholesomeness. More
economical thaa the ordinary kinds, and can-
pot be sold in competition with the multitude
of .low test, short weight, alum or phosphate
powders. Sold only in cans. ROYAL BAK-
_ ING POWDER CO., 106 Wall-st., N. Y.

(COTTON BATTING MATTRESSES.

X79ERE WE SPEND AvLMOST HALF
V- of our-life should be made as comfort-
able as possible, and for tbe purpose of
aidisg tais good work, and makiog some
oner, we now offer the best COTTON BAT-
TING MATTRESS ever put upon this market.
Three grades now made—3$5.00, $6.00, 37.00.
Sample 2ud full information at Store of
Treasurer, A. Moses.
Satisfaction gnaranteed in every case, or

mogey refucded.
' : SUMTER COTTON MILLS
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C. BART & GO.,

Tmporters and Wholesale Deaiers in

FRUIT!

CHARLESTON, S. C.,

“ Are ceceiviog by steamer and rail from the
North and West full supplies
each week of

CHOICE APPLES, PEARS, LEMONS. PO-
TATOES, CABBAGES, ONIONS, NGTS
OF ALL KINDS, Erc., Erc.

#2(rders solicited and prompily filled.
Nov9 x

(lepn Springs Mineral Waer.

Testimonials of Eminent Physicians
of the State.

The following are selected from many sim-
ilar ones:

Dz. L. C. Esxxegpy, of Spartanbarg,
writes the Proprietors: “The remedial qual-
ities of Glenn Springs I bave knowa for over
forty veazs, and can attest to its valuein
Dx ia from gastric or functionn! derange-
wment of the Liver, General Debility, Dropsical
Effasions. Uterine Irregularity aed Affections
of the Kidoeys and Bladder. To the iast dis-
eases I woald particularly call attentlon, as
tive waters have shown large curative powers
in these complaints.”

Dr. O. B. Maver, of Newberry, S. C.,
says: I have sent more than fifty persoes
suffering with Jaundice to these Springs, and
have never been disappointed in any case;
they all dily recovered. I capnot ficd
words to éxpress iy confidence ia the Glena
Springs water, as a femedy for the Liver,
when functiopally deranged.  Dyspepsia,
Dropsy, certain skin digeases, troubles in the
Kidneys snd Spleen, if produced by the Liver,
bave all, as I know, disappeared at the
Springs.”

Dz. Jauss McIxtosE, President of the Med-
5cal Association of South Carolina, in his an-
nmal address before that body remarks:
«Glenn Springs, for diseases of the Stomach,
Liver and Kizoeys, deserves to rank with
any other on the contineat.”

PRICE OF WATER.

Per caseof two dozen quart bottles, securely
- packed and delivered on the train at Spartan-

burg, $4.00.

Per gallon, by the barrel, delivered at
Spartanburg, 20 cects.

Per gallon, for less than a barrel. 25 cenls.

Address SIMPSOXN & SIMPSON,
Glena Springs, S. C.

CHOOL BOOKS, MISCELLANEOUS
Books, Blank Books, Copy Books, Memo-
randum Books, Draft Books, Receipt Books,
Note Books, Music Books. Best grade of all
kinds of Writing Paper and Eavelopes,
Photographic, Autograph and Scrap Albums.
Plariog Cards in variety and Marriage Certi-
ficates, at The Sumter Book Store, kept by
W. G. KENNEDY,
2 Doors North of John Reids.

BIBLES AND TESTAMENTS.

FINE ASSORTMENT OF BIBLES
and Testaments, in large print at Sumter
Book Store, kept by

W.G. KENXEDY,
2 Doors North of John Reids.

JCHABOD AND OTHER POEMS,

BY W. G. KENNEDY.
P‘OR SALE AT THE SUMTER BOOK

STORE. Price reduced to one doliar
per copy.-

THE TEMPERANCE WORKER,

Removed from Columbiz, S. C.

A Live, Temperance Paper,
Published Semi-monthly in
SUMTER, S. C.

Under the Editorial mapagement of

Rev. H. ¥. CHREITZBERG,

8.W.C.T. OF 1.0.6.T. OF S. C.
Assisted by an able corps of Editora.

The patronage and iofluence of all friends
of Temperance is solicited. Terms only 60
ceats a year. To advertisers desiring & wide
circalation, it offers an excellent medium,

Oa business, address N. G. USTEEN.

' Pnbilsher.

Conso]idated Aug. 2, 1881.]
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IN THE ¥IRELIGHT.
The fire upon the hecrtb is low
And there is stillness every where—
Like troubled spirits, here and there
The firelight shadows fluttering go.
And as the shadows round me creep,
And childish treble breaks the gloom,
And softly from & further room

Comes: ‘“Now Ilay me down to sleep.” .

And, somehow, with that little pray’r
And that sweet treblein my ears,
My thought goes back to distant years
And lingers with a dear one there;
And as I hear my child’s amen,
My mother’s faith comes back to me—
Crouched at ber side I seem to be,
And motber holds my hands again.

Oh, for an hour in that dear vlace—
Ob, for the peace of that dear time—
Oh, for taat childish trust sublime—
Oh, for a glimpse of motbe:’s face!
Yet, as the shadows round me creep,
I do not seem to be alone—
Sweet magic of that treble tone
Ané “Now 1lay me down to sleep!”
— Chicago News.

- JESS.

By H.RIDER HAGGARD;
- RitforsF*King Sofemonspines ShaFle,

[COXTINTED.]

CHAPTER XIIL

PRANK MCULLER SHOWS HIS HAND.

Presently Muller turned round. “Do you
know why I have told you this, Om Silasf”
he asked.

“’K _ﬂ'

“Because I want you to understand that
you and all the Englishmen in this country
ere in a very dangerous position. The war
is a coming, and whether it goes for you
or against yon, you must suffer. You
Englishmen have many enemies. You have
got all the trade and own nearly half the
land, and you are always standing up for the
black people, whom the Boers hate. It will
go hard with you if there is a war. You will
be shot and your houses will be burned, and
if you lose the day, those who escape will be
driven ocut of the country. It will be the
Transvaal for the Transvaslers, then, and
Africa for the Africanders.”

“«Well, Frank Muller, and if all this should
come to pass, what of it? What are you
driving at, Frank Muller? You don’t show
me your hand like this for nothing.”

The Boer laughed. “Of course I don’t, Om
Silas. Well, if you want to know, I will tell

_you what I mean. I mean that I alonecan

protect you and your place and people in the
bad times that are coming. I bave more in-
fluence in the Iand than you know of. FPer-
haps, even, I could stave off the war, and if
it suited me to doso I wounld do it. AS the
least I could keep you from being harmed,
that I know. But I have my price, Om Silas,
as we all have, and it muast be money down
and no credit.”

4] den’t understand you and your dark say-

ings,” said the old man, coldly. “I am a
straightforward man, and if you will tell me
what you mean I will give you my answer; if
not, I don't see the good of our going on talk-
ing.”
“Very well; I will tell you what Imean. I
mean Bessie. I mean that Ilove your niece
and went to marry her—ay, I mean fo marry
her by fair means or foul—and that she wiil
have nothing to say to me.”

«And what have I to do with that, Frank
Muller? The girl is her own mistress. I can-
not dispose of her in marriage, even if 1
wanted to, as though she were a colt or an ox.
You must plead your own seit and take your
cwn answer.”

41 have pleaded my suit and I have gotmy
answer,” answered the Boer, with passion.
“Don't you understand she wiil have nothing
tosay tome. Sheis in love with the d—d
tooibastje Niel whom you have brought up
here. Shkeisin love with him, I say, and will

; pot look at me.”
1

“Ah.” replied Silas Croft, calmly, “is that
s0? Then she shows very good taste, for
John Niel is an honest man, Frank Muller,
and you are not. Listen to me,” he went on,
with a sudden outburst of passion; “I tell
wyou that you are a dishonorable man and a
villain. I tell you that you murdered the
Hottentot Jantje’s father, mother and uncle
in cold blood when you were vet a lad I
tell you that the other day you tried to mur-
der John Niel, pretending to mistaks him for
abuck! And now you, who petitioned for
this country to be taken over by the qucen,
and have gone round singing out your loyal-
ty at the top of your voice, come and tell me
that you are plotting to bring about an insur-
rection and to plange the land into war, and
ask me for Besia as the price of your pro-
tection! Apdnow I will tell you something
in answer, Frank Muller,” and the old man
rose up, his keen eyes flashing in wrath, and
straightening his bent frame, pointed toward
the door. “Goout of that door and never
come through it again. I rely upon God and
the English nation to protect me, and not on
such as you, and I would rather see my dear
Bessie dead in her coffin than married to a
knave and traitor and a murderer like
Frank Muller. Go!”

The Boer turned white with fury as be
listened. Twice he tried to speak and failed,
and when the words did come they were so
choked and laden with passion as to be
scarcely audible. When thwarted he was
liable to these accesses of rage, and they,
figuratively speaking, spoiled his character.
Could he have kept his head, he would bave
been a perfect and triumpbant villain; but as
it was, the carefully planned and avdacious
rascality of years was always apt to be swept
away by the sudden gale of his furious passion.
It was in such an outburst of rage that he
bad assaulted John in the inn yard at Wak-
kerstroom, aud thereby put him on his guard
against him ard now it mastered him once
more.

“Very well, Silas Croft,” he said at last, “1
will go: but mark this, I will come back, and
when I come it shall be with men armed with
rifles. I will burn this pretty place of yours,
that you are so proud of, over your head, and
I will kill you and your friend the English-
man, and take Bessie away, and very soon
she will be glad enough to marry Frank
Muller; but then I will not marry her—no,
not if she goes on her knees to me—and she
shall go on her knees often enough, We will
then ser what God and the Engzlish nation will
do to protect vou. God and the English ra-
tion! Call on the sheep and the horses; call
on the rocks and the trees, and you will geta
better auswer.”

“Go!” thundered the old man, “or by the
God you blaspheme I will put a bullet
tbrough you,” and be reached toward a rifle
that hung over the mantelpiece, “or my Kaf-
firs sball whip you off the place.”

Frank Mnller waited for no more. He
turne! and went. It was dark now, but
there was still some light in the sky at theend
of the blue gum avenue, and as he rode away
against it he made out Bessie's tall and grace-
ful form softly outlined upon the darkening
night. John had left her tosee about sorao
pressing matter connzcted with the farm,
and there she stood, filled with the great joy
of a woman who has found Ler love, and
loath as yct to break its spell Ly entering
again into the daily round of common life.

There sho stood, a type and symbol of all
that is heautiful and gracious in this rough
world. the lovelizht shining in her blue eyes
and thouglts of happy gratitude to the Givor
of all good rising from ker henrt to heaven,
drawn up thither, as it were, by the warmth
of her pure passion, as the dew mists of the
morning arc drawn upward by the sun.

Presently she heard the horse’s Loofs, and
looked up, so that the faint light feil full
upon ber face, idealizing it and making its
passion breathing beauty seem more of heaven
than of earth. There was some look upon it,
some indefSinable lizht that day—such is the
power that Jove has to infuse all human things
with the tint of his own splendor—that i*
went even to the heart of the wild and evil
man who adored her with the deep and savage
force of his dark nature. Fora moment he
paused, balf regretful, half afraid. Was it
well to meddie with her and to build up plans
for ber overthrow and that of all she clung
to? V/ould it not be better to let her be, to
g0 Lis way and Jeave her to go hers,in peacel
She did not look quite like a woman standing

there, but more like something belonging to
ancther world, some subject of a higher
power. Men of powerful but undisciplined
intellect like Frank Muller are never entirely
free from superstition, bowever free they
may be from religion, and he grew supersti-
tious, as he was apt to do. Might there not
be an uuknown penalty for treading such a
flower as that into the mire—inte mire mixed
perchance with the blood of those she loved?

For a few seconds he besitated. Should he
throw up the whole thing, leave the rebellion
to look after jtself, marry one of Hans
Coetzee’s daughters, and trek to the Old
Colony, or Bechuanaland, or anywhere? His
hand began to tighten on his bridle rein and
the horse to answer to the pressurc. Asa
first step toward it he would turn away to
the left and avoid her, when suddenly the
thought of his successful rival flashed into his
mind. What! leave her with that man?
Never! He hed rather kill her with his own
hand. In another second he had sprung from
his horse, and, before she had guessed who it
was, wes standing face to face with her. The
strength of his jealous desire overpowered
him.

«Ah, I thought be had come after missie,”
said Jantje, who, pursuing his former factics,
was once more indulging his passion of slink-
ing about behind trees and in tufts of grass.
“Now what will missie say?’

“How are you, Bessie?” he said, in & quiet
voice; but she, looking into his face, saw that
it belied his voice. It was alive with evil
passions that seemed to make it positively
lurid, an effect that its undoubted beauty
only intensified. :

“] am quite well, thank you, Mr. Muller,”
she aenswered, as she began to move home-
ward, commanding her voice as well as she
could, but feeling dreadfully frightened and
lonely. She knewsomething of her admirer’s
character, and feared to be left alone with
him. so far from any help, for nobody was
about now, and they were more than 300
yar:ls from the house.

He stood before her, so that she could not
pass without actually pusbing past him.
“Why are you in such a burry?” he said.
«You were standing still enough just now.”

«Tt is time for me to be getting in. I want
to see about the supper.”

4The supper can wait a while, Bessie, and I
cannot wait. I am going off to Paardo
Kraal to-morrow at daybreak, and I want to
say good by to you first.”

“Good by,” she said, more frightened than
ever af his curious, constrained manner, and
she held out ber hand.

He took it and held it.

“Pleass let me go,” she said.

“Not till yon have heard what I have to
say. Look here, Bessie, I love you with all
my heart. I know you think I am only a
Boer, but I am more than that. I have been
to the Cape and seen the world. I have
brains, and can see and understand things,
and if you will marry me I will hift you up.
You shall be one of the greatest ladies in
Africa, though I am only plain Frank Muller
now. Great things are going to happen in
the country, and I shall be at the head of
thern, or near it. No, don’t try to get away.
I tell youI love you, you don’t know how.
I om dying for you. Oh! can’t you believe
me, my darling! my darling! Yes, Iwill kiss
you,” and in an agony of passion, that her re-
sistance only fired the more, he flung his
strong arms round her and drew ber to his
breast, fight as she would.

EBut at this opportune moment an unex-
pected diversion occurred, of which the hidden
Jantje was the cause. Seeing that maftters
were getting serious, and being afraid to
show himself lest Frank Muller shounld kill
hin: then and there, as he would indeed have
been quite capable of doing, be hit upon an-
other expedient, to the service of which he
brought a ventriloguistic power which is not
uncommon among natives. BSuddenly thbe
silence was broken by a frightful and pro-
longed wail that seemed to shape itself into
the word “Frank,” und to proceed from the
air just above the struggling Bessie's head.
The effect produced upon Muller was some-
thing wonder{ul.

“Allemachter!? he cried, looking up, “it is
my mother’s voice!”

“Frank '™ wailed the voice again, and he let
go of Bessie in bis perplexity and fear, and
turned round to try and discover whence the
sound proceeded—a circumstance that the
young lady took advantage of to beat a rapid
if not very dignified retrcat.

«Frank! Frank! Frank!” wailed and
howled the voice, now overhead, now on this
side, now on that, till at last MMuller,
thoroughly muystified. and feeling his super-
stitious fears rising apace as the moaning
sound flitted about beneath the dark arch of
the gum trees, made a rush for his horse,
which was standing snorting and trembling
in every limb. It is almost aseasy to work
upon the superstitious fears of a dog ora
horse as upon those of 2 man, but Muller, not
being aware of this, took the animal's alarm
as a clear indication of the uncanny nature of
the voice. With asingle bound he sprang
into his saddle, and as he did so the woman's
voice wailed out once more:

* «Frank, thou shalt die in blood as Idid,
Frank!” -

“rRANE, THOU SHALT DIE IN¥ BLOOD.”
Muller turned livid with fear, and tho cold

perspiration streamed from his face. He
was a bold man enough in a general way,
but this was too much for his nerves.

“It is my mother’s voice, it is her very
words!” he called out aloud, and then, dash-
ing bis spurs into his borse’s flanks, he went
like a flash away from the accursed spot: nor
did he drawrein till he came to his own
place, ten miles away. Twice the horse fell
in tte darkness, for there was no moon, the
sacond tima throwinz him lLeavily, but he
only dragged it up with a curse, amd. spring-
ing into the saddle azain, fled on as Lefore.

Thus did the man who did not hesitate to
plot and to execute the cruel slaughter of un-
offending men cower beneath the funcied echo
of a dead woman’s voice! Truly human na-
ture is full of ~ontradictions.

When the thunder of the hogse's hoofs grew
faint Jantje emerged from one of his hiding
piaces, and, throwing himself down in the
center of the dusty road, kicked and rolled
with delight, shaking all tho while with an
inward joy that his habits of caution would
not permit him to give audible vent to.  “His
mother’s voice, his mother’s words,” he quoted
to himsell.  “How should he know that Jantje
remonbers the old woman's veice—ay, and
the words that the devil in Ler spoke too!

Hee! iice! liee!”

Bessic fled without stopning till she reached
the ornnze trees in front of the veranda,
where, veassured by the lights from the win-
dows. she paused to eonsvler. Not that she
was troubled by Jautje's mysterious howling:
indeed, slic was too preocenpied 1o give it a

second thought.  What she was debating was
whether she shonld say anything about her
encounter with Frank Muller.  After pausing
for a fow scconds to pick a branch of orangs
Llossom and to became herself generally,
which, not being hysterically inclined, she
very soon did, she quietly entered the house
as though nothing had happened. The very
first person sko met was John himself, who
had come in by the back way. He laughed
at her orange Llossom bouguet, and said thab
it was most appropriate, and then proceeded
to embrace her tenderly in the passage; and
indeed he would have been a poor sort of
lover if he had not. It was cxactly at this
juncture that old Silas Croft happened to
open the sitting room door and come full upon
this tender and ettractive tablcau.

«Well, I never!” said the old gentleman.
“Whatis the meaning of all this, Bessic?”

Of course there was nothing for it but to
come in and explain the facts of the case,
which John did with much humming and
ha-ing and a general awkwardness of manner
that baffles description, while Bessie stood by,
her hand upon her lover’s shoulder, hlushing
as red as any rosa.

The old man listened in silence till Jobn |

at Paarde _Krml_i‘l:iink' I':I_nllér- wa.nteci ﬁieT_j_im}Eedul respon&ibﬂities ; let them be cast oﬂ :

hod finished—a smile, upon his face and a |
| army talked of in terms of regretful pity.

kindly twinkle 1n his keen eyes.

“30,” he said, “that is what you young i
' one who knew all about it, and then turned

people have been after, isit? I suppose that
you want to enlarge your interests in the
farm, e¢h, John? Well, upon my word, I don’t
blame vou; you might have gone farther and

to go, but I would not, and now they have :

declared war on the British government, and
sent a proclamation to Lanyon. There will
be fighting, Om Silas; the land will run with
blood, and the poor rooibaatjes will be shot
down like buck.” :

“The poor Boers, you mean,” growled
John, who did not liko to hear her majesty’s

Om Coetzee shook his head with the air of

an attentive ear to Silas Croft's version of

. Jantje's story.

fared worse. Thesesortof things never coma ;
singly, it seems. I had another request for !

your hand, my dear, only this afternoon from
thet scoundrel Frank Muller, of all men in
the world,” nnd Lis face darkened as Le said
the name. “I sent Lim off with a flea in his
ear, I can tell you. Had I known then what
I know now I should bave referred him to
John. There, therel Ho isa bad man and a
dangerous man, but let him be. He is taking
plenty of rope and he will hang himself one
of these days. Well, my dears, this is the
best bit of news that I have heard for many
along day. Itis time you got married, both
of youn, for it is not right for man tolive
‘alone, or woman either. I have doneitall
my life, and that is the conclusion I have
come to after thinkinz the matter over some-
where about fifty years. Yes, you have my
consent and my blessing, too: and you will
have something more one day before so very
long. Take her, John, take her. 1 have led
arough life, but I have seen something of
women for all of that, and I tell you that
there is not a sweeter or a better or a prettier
woman in south Africa than Bessie Croft,
and in wanting to marry ber you have shown
your sense. God bless you both, my dears.
And now, Bessie, come and give your old
uncle a kiss. I hope that you won't let John
quite drive meocut of your head; that's all.
For you see. my dear, having no children of
my own, I have managed to get very fond of
you in the last twelve years or so.”

Bessie came and kissed the old man-ten-
derly.

“No, uncle,” she said, “neither John nor
anybody nor anything in the world can da
that,” and it was evident from her manner
that she meant what she said Bessie had a
large heart, and was not at all the person to
let her lover drive her uncle and benefactor
out of his share of it.

CHAPTER XIV.

JOHN TO THE RESCUE.

The important domestic events described
in the last chapter took place on Dec. 7, 1880,
and for the next twelve daysor soevery-
thing went as bappily at Mooifontein as
things should go under the circumstances,
Every day Silas Croft beamed with a more
enlarged geniality in his satisfaction at the
turn things had taken, and every day John
found cause to congratulate himself more
and more on the issue of his bold venture to-
ward matrimony. Now that be came to be
on such intimate terms with his betrothed, he
perceived a hundred charms and graces iy
her character which he had never suspected
bofore. Bessie was like a flower: the more
she basked in the light and warmth of her
love the more her character opened and un-
folded, shedding perfumed sweetness round
her and revealing ungnessed charms. It isso
with all women, and more cspecially with &
woman of her stamp, whom mnature hag
made to love and be loved as muid
gnd wife and mother. Her undoubted
persopal beauty also shared in this
development, Ler fair face taking a richer
hue and her eyes an added depth and mean-
ing. She was in every respect, save ono, ull
that a man could desire in his wile, and ¢ven
the exception was one that would have stocid
to her credit with most men. It was this:
she was not an intellectuel woman, although
she certainly possessed more than the ordi-
nary share of intelligence and work a day
common sense. Now John was a decidedly
intellectual man, and, what is more, he highly
appreciated that rare quality in the other
sex. Bat, afterall, when one is just engaged
to a sweet and lovely woman, ouc does not
think mueh about her intellect. Those sort
of reflections come afterward.

And so they sautitéred bamd in hand
through the sunuy days and were excecdingly
happy. Least of all did they allow the ru-
mors which oceasionally reached them from
the great Boer gathering at Puarde Krasl to
disturb their serenity. Thbere had bLeen so
many of these rumors of rebellion that folk
were getting to regard them as a chronie
state of affairs.

“0h, the Boers!” said Bessie, with a pretty
toss of her golden head, as they were siiting
one morning on the veranda. “I'm sick to
death of hearing about the Boers and all their
got up tall Iknow what itis; itis justan
excase for them to go away from their farms
and wives and children and idle about at
these great meetings, and drink squaroe face
with their mouths full of big words. You
see what Jess saysin her last letter. People
in Pretoria believe thatit is all nonsense from
beginning to end, and 1 think they ure per-
fectly right.”

“By the way, Bessie,” asked Joln, “have

¢ ! you written to Jess telling her of our engage-

ment?

“Qh, yes ; I wrote some days ugo, but the
letter only went yesterday. Sbe wiil be
pleased to hear about it. Dear old Jess, |
wonder when she means to come home again.
She has been away long enough.”

John made no answer,but went on smoking
his pipe in silence. wondering if Jess would
be pleased. He did not understana her yet.
She had gone away just as he was beginning
to understand ber.,

Presently he-‘observed Jantje sneaking
about between the orange trees as though he
wished to call attention to himself. Had e
not wanted todoso he would have moved
from one to the other in such a way that
nobody could have scen him. His partial and
desultory uppearances indicoted that ho was
on view.

« Come out of those trees, you little rascal,
and stop slipping about likea snalke ina stone
wall ! * shouted John. *what is it you want
—wages ¢

Thus adjured, Jantje advanced and sat
down on the path as usual, in the full glare of
the sun.

“Xo, baas,” be said,” it is not wages. They
are not due yet.”

“What is it then?”

“No, baas, it is this. The Boers have
declared war on the English government, and
they have eaten up the rooibaatjes at Bron-
ker’s Spruit, near Middelburg., -Joubert shot
them all there the day before yesterday.”

“What!” shouted Joln, letting his pipe fall
in his astonishment. “Stop, thougl, that
must bealie.  You say near Middeiburg, the
day before yesterday; that would be Dec. 29.
When did you hear this:”

At daybreak, baas. A Rasuta told me.”

“Then there is an end of ir. The news
could not have got here in thirty-eight hours.
What do you mean by coming to me with
such a tale??

The Hottentot smiled. “It is quite true,
bans, Bud news flies like a bird,” and he
picked himself up and slipped off to his
worls.

Notwithstanding the apparent impessibility

of the thing, John was censiderably dis-
turled, knewing the extraordinary speed
with which news does travel among Katlirsg
more swiftly, indeed, than  tho swiftest !
piounted messenzer can bear it Leeving
Yiessie, who was nlso somewhat alarmed, ho
went in search of Silns Croft, and, finding
Jiim in the jeeden, told him what Jantje had
caid, The old men il not know what to
make of the tale, but, romemibering Frosk |

Muller's threats, hie shooic his head.

“If there is any truth in it that villain Mul-
ler husa hand in i, be =2id. “Tll go to the
house and see Jantje-.  (sive me your arm,
John.”

IIe obeyed, and, on getting to the tapof
the steep path, perceived thestout figure of
old Hans Coetzee, who Lad been Lis Lostat
the shooting party, amlling along on his fat
litle pony.

“Ah." said old Silas, “hero is the man who
will tell us if there {s anything in it 2ll.”

“Good day, Om Coctzee, good day!" ho
shouted out in his stentorian tone. “IWhat
news do you bring with yon?”

The jolly looking Boer rolled awkwardly
off his pony before answering, and, throwing
the reins over its head, came to meet then.

¢Allemachter, Om Silas, it is bad news.
You have beard of the bymakear {meeting)

“Allemachter!” groaned Coetzee, “what did
I tell yout The poor rooibaatjes shoi down
like buck, and the land running with blood.
And now that Frank Muller will draw me
into it, and Ishell have to go and shoot the
poor rooibaatjes, and I can't miss; try as
hard as I will, I cant msss. And when we
have shot them sll I suppose Burgers will
come back, and he is krankish (mad). Yes,
yes; Lanyon is bad, but Burgers is worse,”
and the comfortable old gentleman groaned
aloud at the troubles in which he
forzsaw he would be involved, and finally
took bis departure by o bridle path over the
mountain, saying that, as things bad turned
out, he would not like it to e known that he
had been calling on an Englishman.

“John,” said Silas Croft, suddenly, “vou
must go up to Protoria and fetch Jess. Mark
my words, the Boers will besiege Pretoria,
and if we don't get ber down at once she will
be sbut up there.”

“QOh, no,” cried Bessie, in sudden alarm, “I
cannot let John go.”

“] am sorry to hear you talk like that, Ces-
sie, when your sister is in danger,” answered
her uncle. rather sternly; “but thero, I dare
gay that it is natural. [will go myself. Where
is Jantje? I shall want the Cape cart and the
four gray horses.”

“No, uncle dear, John shall go. I was not
thinking what I was saying. It scemed—a
littlo hard at first.”

“0f course I must go,” said Jokn, “Don’t
fret, dear; I shall be back in five days. Those
four horses can go sixty miles a day for that
time, and more. They are fat as butter, and
thero is lots of grass along the road if I can’t
get forage for them. Besides, the cart will
be nearly empty,so Ican carry a muid of
mealies and fifty bundles of forage with me.
I will take that Zulu boy, Mouti (medicine),
with me. He does not know much about
horses, but he is a plucky fellow, and would
stick by one at a pinch. One can't rely on
Jantje; he is always sneaking off somewhere,
and would be sure to get drunk just as one
wanted Lim.”

“Yes, yes, John, that’s right, that’s right,”
said the old man. *“I will goand see about
having the horses got up and the wheels
greased. Where is the castor oil, Bessiel
There is nothing like castor oil for these
patent axles. You ought to be off in an hour.
You had better sleep at Luck's to-night; you
might get farther, but Luck’s is a good place
to stop, and they will look after you well
there, and you can be off by 3 in the morning
and be at Heidelberg by 10 o’clock to-morrow
night and in Pretoria by the next aftcrnoon,”
and he Lustled off to make the necessary
preparations.

“0h, John,” said Bessic, beginning to cry, “1
don't like your going at all among those wild
Boers. You are an Engllsh officer, and if
they find you out they will shoot you. You
don’t know what brutes some of them are
when they think it safe to be so. Oh, Jokn,
John, I can’t bear your going.”

“Cheer up, my dear,” said John, “and for
Heaven's sake stop crying, for I can’t bear it.
I must go. Your uncle would never forgive
me if | didn’t, and, what is more, I should
never forzive myself. There is nobedy else
to go, and we can’t leave Jess to be shut up
there in Pretoria—for months perbaps. As
for the risk, of course there is a bit of risk,
but I must take it. I am not afraid of risks—
at least I used not to be, but you have made
a bit of a coward of me, Bessie dear. There,
give mea kiss, old girl, and come and belp
rie topack my things. Please God I shall
get back all right, and Jess with e, ina
week from now.”

{Vhercon Bessie, being a sensible and emi-
nently practical young woman, dried her
tears, and swith a cheerful face, albeit her
Leart was heavy enough, set to work witha
will to make cvery preparation she could
think of. The few clothes John was going to
take with Lhim were packed in a Gladstone
bag, and the box that was arranged under-
neath the movable seat in the Cape. cart
was filled with thetinned provisions that are
80 much used m South Africa, and all the
other little arrunzenients, small in themselves,
Lut of such intinite importance tothe trav-
cler in a wild councry, were duly attended to
by her careful hands. Then camea hurried
me=a!,and before it was swallowed the cart was
at the door, with Jantje hanging as usual on
to the heads of the twofront horses, and the
stalwart Zulu, or rather Swazi boy, Mouti,
whose sole luggage appeared to consist of a
bund!e of assezais and sticks wrapped upina
grass mat, and who, hot as it was, was en-
veloped in a vast military great coat, loung-
ing placidly alongside.

“Good by, John, dear John,” said Bessie,
kissing biw again and again, and stiiving to
kecp back the tears that, do what she could,
would gather in ber blue eyes. “Good by,
my love.”

4God bless you, dearest,” he said, simply,
kiss'nr her in answer; “good by, Jr. Croft,
I hope to see you againin a week,” and he
was in the cart and had gatbered up thelong
and intricate looking reins, Jantje let go
the Lorses” heads and gave a whoop. Mouti,
giving up star gazing, suddenly became an
animated being aud serambled into the cart
with surprising alacriiy; the horses sprang
forward at o hand gallop and were soon hid-
den from Bessic's dim sight ina cloud of dust.
Poor Bessie! Itwas a bard trial; anld now
that John bhad gone and ber tears could not
distress him, she went into her room and
gave way to them freely enoush.

John reaciel Luck’s, an establishment on
the Pretoria rond that Lappily combined the
charucteristics of an inn, a shop and a farm
house, such as are to be et with in sparsely
populated countries. It was notan inn and
not a farm house, strictly spealing, nor was
it altogethber a shop, though there wus a
“gtore” attached. If the traveler were anx-
jous to ultuin accommodation for man and
beast at a place of this stamp he bad to pro-
ceed wuriiy, so to speuk. lest he should be re-
quested to move on. Iie must advance, hat
in Laid, and ask to be takenin as a favor, as
mauny a high handed traveler, accustomed to
the ubscyuious attentions of “mine Lost,”
has lewriol to bis cost.  There is no
such dre.diul autoerat as your half and ball
inn keeper in South Africa, and then he isso
complately naster ot the situation. ~If you
dou't like it, goand be d—d to you," is bis
simple wuswer to the remonstrances of the
infurinied vosager. And then you mus.
vither knock under and look as though you
liked it, ortrek on into the “unbostelled”
wilderness.  On this oceasion, however, Jobn
fared woll enoagh. To begin with he knew
the owiers of this place, who were very civil
people it approachelin o humible spirit, and,

f1:8 bermore, he found everybody in such a
shate of unpleasurable excitement that they
were only too giad to get another Englishman

to talk the matters over with. Not thas
their fnformaiion ameunted to much, how-
ever, There was a ruzor of the Bronker
Spreit Jisaster and ether mumars of the in-
vestinent of Pretoria, and of the advanee of

I:II",;I' bodies of Boers to talke ln:.-.\‘l':-i‘.“j.l'll of tho

pass over the Drakensburs, known as Laings
Nek, Lt there was no detinite intellizence.

Yo won't get into Pretoria,” sanl one

! melmcholy man, Uso iUs no use trying. Tl

Bowers will just cateh you and kill yon, and

U there wid be anend of i

You bal letter
leave the girl to look alter Lerself amd go
baci to Mooifontein™

Toet this was not Juhn's view of the matter.
#3Vell,” he said, “at any rate, I'il have a try.”
Iadeal, he had a sort of Luillog sentiment
alut hitn that led him to believe that, il ho
made up bis mind to do a thing, be would do
it someliow, unless ho should Le physieally in-

capacitated by circmstances beyond his own |

control. 1t is wonderful how far a mood of

this sort will tale a man.

bas made England what she is.  Now it is be-
ginning to dic down and be legislated ont of
our national character, and tho results aro
alrendy commencing o appear in the incip-
iont decay of our power. We camnot gov-
ern Ircland. 1t is beyond us; let Frelamd
Lave home rule!

Indend, it is the
2 1
wirespread possession of this sentiment that

We canpot cope with oue-

and so on. Thé Englishmen of fifty years ago
did not talk like this. Well, every nation be-
comes emasculated sooner or later, that seems
to be the universal fate; and it appeers that
itis our lot to be emasculated, not by the
warnt of law, but by a plethora of it. This
country was made, not by governments, but
mostly in despite of them by the independent
efforts of u series of individuals. Tho ten-
dency nowadays is to merge the individual in
the government, aud to limit and even
forcibly destroy personai_enterprise and re-
sponsibility, Everythingis to be legislated
for or legislated against. The system is only
in its bud as yet. When it bloomns the em-
pire will loso touch of itsindividual atoms and
become a vast, soulless machine, which will
first get out of order, then break down, and,
last of ail, break up. We owe more to sturdy,
determined, unconvincible Englishmen lJike
Jobn Niel than we realize, or, perhaps, should
be willing to acknowledge in these enlight~
ened doys.

CHAPIER XV.
A ROUGI JOURNEY.

Tho four grays were fresh horses, in good
condition anl with a lizht Joad behind them,
§0, notwithstanding the bad condition of the

i tracks which they eall roads in Souih Africa,

John made good progress.

By 11 o'clock that Jay be had reached
Standerton, a little town upon the Vaal, not
far from which he was destined, had he but
known it, to meet with n sufficiently striking
experience. Here he obtained confirmation
of the Bronker's Spruit disaster, and listened
with set face and blazing eyes to the tale of
treachery and wholesale massacre which was,
as he said, without a parallel in the aunals of
civilized war.

At Standerton Jobn was azain warned
that it would be imp - ble for him to make
his way tbrough the Locrs at Heidelberg, a
town about sixty miles trom Pretoria, where
the Triumvirate, Kruger, Pretorins and
Joubert, had proclaimed the republic. But
he answered as before, that he must go on
till he was stopped, and, inspanning his
horses, set forward again, a little comforted
by the news that the bishop of Pretoria, who
was hurrying up to rejoin his family, bhad
passed through a few hours before, also -
tent upon running the blockade, and that if
he drove fast he might overtake him.

On he went, hour after hour, over the great
deserted plain, but he did not succced in
catching up to the bishop. About forty miles
from Standerton he saw a wagon standing
by the roadside, and halted to see if he could
get any information from its driver. Duton
investigation it became clear that the wagon
had been looted of the provisions and goods
with which it was loaded and the oxendriven
off. Nor was this the only evidence of vio-
lence. Across the disselboom of the wagon,
the hands still clasping a long bamboo whip,
as though he had been trying to defend him-
self with it, lay the dead body of the native
driver. His face, John noticed, was so com-

and peaceful that, had it not been for
the attitude and a neat little blue hole in the
forebead, you might have thought he was
asleep and not dead.

At sunset Jobn outspanned his now flag-
ging horses by the roadside, and gave them
cach a couple of bundles of forage from the
store that Lo had brought with him. While
they were eating it, leaving Mouti to keep
an eyo to them, he swent some way off and
gat down on & big ant beap to think. It was
a wild apd melancholy scene that stretched
away before and behind him. Miles upon
miles of plain, rolling east and west and north
and south, like the billows of a frozen sea,
only broken, far along the Heidelberg road,
by some hills, known as Rooi Koppies.
Nor was this all. Overhead was blazing
and burninz one of those remarkable
sunsets which one sometimes sees in
summer in Africa. Thesky was full of lower-
ing clouds, and the sullen orb of the seiting
sun had stained them perfectly blood red.
Blood red they floated through the ominous
sky, and blood red their shadowslay upon the
grass. Even the air seemed red. It looked
as tkough earth and heaven had been steeped
in blood: and fresh as John was from the
sight of the dead driver, his ears yet tingling
with the tale of Bronker’s Sprait, it is not to
be wondered at that the.suggestive sizht op-
pressed bim seated in that lonely waste, with
no company except that melancholy “kakara-
kakara” of anold black koran hidden away
somewhere in the grass. He was uot much
given to that sort of thing, but ho did begin
to wonder whetber this was the last journey
of all the many he had made during the past
twenty years, and if a Boer bullet was about
to solve the mystery of lifeand death for
bim.

By the timo that the horses had done their
foraze and Mouti had forced the bits into
their reluctant mouths, tho angry splendor of
the sunset had faded, and the quiet night was
falling over the glowing veldt like a pall on
one scarec dead. There was, fortunately for
the travelers, a bright half moon, and by its
lizht John managed to divect the cart over
many a weary mile. On he went for hour
after hour, keeping his tired horses to the col-
lar as best hecould, till at last, about 11
o'clock, he saw the lights of Heidelberg be-
fore him, and knew that the question of
whether or not his journcy was at anend
would speedily be decided for rim. However.
there was nothing for it but to goon and take
his chance of slipping through. Presently he
crossed a little stream, and made out the
shape of a cart just ahead, around which men
and a couple of lanterns were moving. No
doubt, he tbought to himself, it was the
bishop, who had been stopped by the Boers.
He was quite close to tho cart when it moved
on, an: in another second he was greeted by
the rough challenge of a sentry, and caught
sight of the cold gleam of a rife barrel.

“Wie da?” (Who's thoref)

“Friend!” Le answered, cheerfully, though
feoling far from chéerful.

There was a pause, during which the sentry
called to another man, who came up yawn-
ing. and saying something in Dutch. Strain-
ing his cars he caugnt the words, “Bishop's
man,” and this gave him an iden.

“Who aro you, Englishman?’ asked the
second man, gruffly, haiding up a lantern to
look at Jobn, and speaking in English.

4I am the bishop's chaplain, sir,” he an-
swered, mildly, trring desperately to look
like an unoffending clergyman, “and I want
to get on to Pretoria with him.”

The man with the lantern inspected him
closely. Fortunately he had on a dark coat
and a clerical looking black felt bat; the same
that Frank Muller had pat a bullet through.

“Ha is a preacher fast enough,” said the one
man to the other. “Look. heis dressed like
an ol crow! What did *Om' Kruger's pass
say, Jan2 Wasit two ~arts orone thatwe
were to lot through? I think that it was
one.”

The other man seratched lis head.

] think it was two,” e said. Hedid not
liko to confess to his comrade that he couid
not read. “No, I am sura that it was two.”

“Perbaps we had better send np to Om
Kruger and ask{” suggested the {irst mon

“Om IKruger will be in hel, and ho puts up
his qaiils like a porcupine if one wakes bim,”
was thie answer.

“Then let us keep tie d—d preaching Eng-
lishman till to-morrow.”

“Pray let me go on. rentlemen,™ said John,
«till in Dis mildest voice. *[ am wanted to
preach the word at Pretoria, sl to wuich
by tho wounded aund dyizzs.”

Gy AM WANTED TO PREACH TITE WORD.”

“Yes, yes." said the first man, “there will

| soon be plenty of. woa.nde'd ‘and _c_ljring(tbere..

New S

They will all be like the roolbaajes at
Bonker's Spruit. Lord, what a sight that
was! But they will get the bishop, so'they
won't want youn. You can stop and look
after our wounded, if the roobaatjes mansage
to hit any of us.” And he beckoned to him
to come out of the cart.”

«Hullo!” said the other man, “here Is a bag
of menlies. We wil] commandeer that any-,
how,” And hetook his knife and cut the
line with which the sack was fastened to the
back of the cart, so that it fell to the ground.
“Phat will feed our horses for a week,” be
said, with a chuckle, in which the other man
joined. It was pieasant to become so easily
possessed of an uncarned increment in the
shape of a bag of mealies,

“¥ell, are we to let the old crow go?” sald
the first man.

“If we don’tlet him go we shall have to
take him up to headquarters, and I want to
go to sleep.” And he yawned.

«\Well, let him go,” answered the other. “I
think you are right. The pass said two carts.
Be off, you d—d preaching Englishman!”

John did no} wait for any more, but laid
the whip across the horses’ backs with a will.

On the following morning, when Com-
mandant Franlk Muller—having heard that
this enemy, John Niel, was on his way up
with the Cape cart and four gray horses—as-
certained that a vehicle answering to that
description had been allowed to pass tbrough
Heidelberz in the dead of night, his state of
mind may better be imagined than de-
scribed. |

As for the two sentries, he had them tried
by court martial and set them to make forti-
cations for the rest of the rebellion. They
can neither of them now bear the name of a
' mentioned without Lreaking out
into a perfect flood of blasphemy.

Luckily for John, although he had been
delayed for five minutes or more, he man-
aged to overtake the cart in which he pre-
sumed the bishop was esconced. His lordship
had been providentially delayed by the break-
ing of a trace; otherwise, it is clear that his
self nominated chaplain would never bave
got through the steep streets of Eeidelberg
that night. The whole town was choked up
with Boer wagons, full now of slieeping
Boers. Over one batch of wagons and tents
John made out the Transvaal flag fluttering
in the night breeze, and emblazoned with the
appropriate emblem of an ox wagon and an
armed Boer, marking, ro doubt, the head-
quarters of the triumvirate. Once the cart
ahead of him was stopped by a sentry and
some conversation ensned. Then it want on
acain; and so did John, unmolested. = It was
weary work, that journey through Heidcl-
berg, and full of terrors for John, wko every
moment expected to be stopped and dragged
off ignominiously to jail. The horses, too,
wero dead beat, and made frantic attempts
to turn and stop at every house. Eut, some-
how, they got through the little place and
then were stopped once-more. Agzain the
first cart got on ahead, but this tiime John
was not so lucky.

“The pass said one cart,” sald a voice.

“Yah, yah, one cart,” answered another.

John again put on his clerical air and told
his artless tale; but neither of the men could
understand English, so they went to a wagon
that was standing about fifty yards away to
fetch somebody who could.

“Now, inkoos,” whispered the Zulu Mouti,
“drive on! drive on!” -

John took the hint and lashed the horses
with his long whip; while Mouti, bending
forward over the splashboard, thrashed the
wheelers with a sjambock. Off went the
team in a spasmodic gallop and had coversd
a hundred yards of ground before the two
sentries had realized what had happened.
Then they began to run after the cart shout-
ing, but were soon lost in the darkmess.

Jobn and Mouti did not spare the whip,
but pressed on up the stony hills on the Pre-
toria side of Heidelberg without a halt,

By 11 o'clock they reached a hotel, or way-
side house, known as Ferguson’s, and situated
about twenty miles from Pretoria. It was
empty, except fora couple of cats and a stray
dog. The inhabitants had evidently fled
from the Boers. Here John stabled and fed
his horses, giving themall that remained of
the forage; and them; once more, started on
for the last stage. The road was dreadful;
and he knew that the country must be fall of
hostile Boers, but fortunately he met none.
It took him four hours to get over the twenty
miles of ground: but it was not untilbe got
to the “Poort,” or neck running down into
Pretoria, thathe sawa vestige of a Boer.
Then be made out two mounted men riding
along the top of a precipitous stone strewn
ridge, some 600 yards orso from him. At
first he thought that they were going to de-
scend it, but presently they changed their
minds and got off their horses.

While he was still wondering what this
migbt portend, be saw a puff of white smoke
float up from where the men were, and then
another. Then came the sharp, unmistakable
“ping” of & bullet passing, as farashe could
judge, within three feet of his head, followed
by & second “ping,” and a cloud of dust be-
neath the belly of the first horse. The two
Boers were firing at him.

He did not wait for any more target prac-
tice, but, thrashing the horses to a canter,
got the cart round & projecting bank before
they could load end fire again. After that
he saw no more of them.

At last he reached the mouth of the Poort
and saw the prettiest of the South African
towns, with its red and white houses, its tall
clumps of trees and pink lines of blooming
rosc hedges lying on the plain before him, all
st in the green veldt, and made beautiful by
the golden light of the afternoon, and be
thanked God for the sight. He knew that he
was safe now, and let bis tired horses walk
slowly down the hillside and across the bit of
plain beyond. To bLis left were the jail and
barrack sheds, and gathered about them were
hundreds of wagons and tents, toward which
he drove. Evidently the town was deserted
and its inhabitants in danger. When he got
within half a mile or so a picket of mounted
nien came riding toward him, followed by a
miscelleneous crowd on horseback and on
foot.

“\Who goesthere?” shouteda voice in honest
English.

43 friend who is uncommonly glad to see
you,” he answered, with that feeble jocosity
wearcall apt to indulge in when a great
weight is at length lifted from our nerves.

[TO BE CONTINTED.]

Our State Contemporaries:

Abberille Banner.

When the Governor of Georgia and
the Governor of South Carolina get en-
tirely out of something to do, and when
a few of our respected daily vewspa-
pers have nothing to put in their papers,
the discussion of the kidpapping busi-
ness is resamed. It is wonderful what
indescribably small matters will engage
the attention of Governors and great
newspapers  Of all the small matters
that has ever rcceived attention from
Governor or editor, we think the kid-
napping business the smallest. Tt
scems as if they meant to perpetrate a
joke on the public. As far asthe Press
and Banner is concerned, the State of
Georgin is perfectly weleome to every
thicf in  South Carolina, and if the
Empire State sends for them, we are
not at all particular as to the manper of
going. Thieves and other violators of
the law have been for years romoing to
Georgia from South Carolina, and we
would not now interfere with the pro-
cession.

Colleton Dress.

In accordance with a call made
through the papers, the anti-steek
law men of this parish, met in the
Court House Monday. to the number of
about one bundred. Hoo. H. D. Pad- |
gett called the meeting to order, and |
on motion, Col. J. W. ITill was elccted |
chairman and W. B. Gruber Esq , sec- |
retary. Col. Hill on taking the chair |

explained iv a few words, the object of
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the meeting, which was to raise money
to defend the law suit instituted sgainst
them by the stock law men. [t was
proposed and carried—to raise $500 ;
8200 of which was st orce raised by
cash and subecription, among those
present. The chairmas then sppointed
committees in each township' in the
parish to solicit contribations; and,’
there is little doubt bat that the money
will be soon raised. Messrs Edwards
and Fishburoe were chosen as the at--
torneys for the anti-stock law men, to’
assist Maj. Howell, the sttorney for
the Connty Commissioners, in defending®
-he suit,

Camden Journal, May 12. | _

We regret to learn that ex-Sheniff
Barnes, one of the oldest and best knowd”
citizens of the county, died at his home
in Eastern Kershaw on last Tuesdsy
afternoon about 5 o’clock. Old age and
a genera] breaking down of the system
was the cause of death. ===

According to the report made i;j" the
engiveers in charge of the river and
barbor improvements in South Carolina,
it will require $25,000 more to put the
Wateree river in good condition for pave
igation up to Camden. There is now
available, we understand, §7,500,
which, added to that already expended,
sums up to $35,500.

The barley birds, one of the worst
enemies the oat crop has, bave arrived
in large numbers, but thus far they
bave had but few fields to prey cpon as
the early oat crop is very limited, in-
deed. However, they appear to be
very obliging, and are willing to wait
antil the spring oats have headed opt.

Near Boykin’s depot, below Camden,
on last Satarday sfternoon, Messrs. W.
F. Reed and Duncan Albert got intoa
difficulty which resalted in Mr. Albert
being shot and slightly woanded in two
places—once through the upper part of
the shoulder and a glancing shot scross
the stomach. We could learn no far-
ther particulars of the difficulty. Mr.
Reed was arrested and held in bond to
answer. :

Not long since a C. O. D. package
arrived at a certain express office ad-
dressed to a person who had been dead
for several months.  After the lapse of
a few days the agent notified the sender
that the party to whom kis age was
addressed was dead, and he, (the agent)
wanted to know what to do with it.
The render replied as follows: .

“Dear Sir: Please hold the package
for 30 days, and if be does not call for
it plesse deliver it to some one whom
you know has fits, or to the droggist of
your place.”

Oc last Monday night about 8 o’ciock
as a storm was passing over Camden,
the residenec of Mr. J. W. McCurry .
was struck by lightring and set on fire,
burping it to the ground. The furni-
ture, clothing, etc., were saved, but the
furnitare suffered terribly from rough
usage. There was no insgrance on any
of the property.

The stroke of lightning was pretty
severe, but none of the family were in
the least shocked by it. In fact, they
did not know that the bouse wasecn
fire until it was seen by outsiders. The
firc could then have been easily extin-
guished, but the same old cry of “‘no
water” was to be heard. As a matter
of self-protection, our town will sooner
or later be compelled to erect a system
of water works, because, as it stands
now, not one-fifth of the property in
town has any protection whatever from
fire—so far as the fire department is
concersed.

Lancaster Review.

A company of Northern capitalists
bave bought what is koown as the
Stevens, or Porter Gold Mine in this
County and expect to work it on an ex»
tensive scale. Operations will be com-
menced in a few days. A large lot of
mining machinery is already at the de-
pot bere awaiting transportation to the
mine. It will probably be carried to
its destination this week. The mine
will hereafter be koowa as the Dixie
Gold Mine, the name given to it by the
new company.

Williamsbury Record, May 11.
Forest fires have recently done much
damage in the Christmas neighborhood.
Mr. S. W. Gowdy bad about 7,000
tarpentioe boxes burned, and Mr. I. E.
Christmas lost all bis fencing.

Mr. James Epps, Sr., of Clarendon
County, who lives near the Williams-
burg line, was greatly damaged last
week by a forest fire, which swept over
his woodlands, destroying hundreds of
dollars’ worth of timber.

: Greenvide News.

The Williamston Base Ball Club res
turncd on Friday from Anderson, flusha
ed with a victory won there. The Rev.
Mr. Mundy, an evangelist, who is con-
ducting services at Williamston, went
out cf his way to remark that if he had
a yellow dog which went %o see a base
ball game he would killit. As many
of the best people cf the town are in-
terested in base ball, the remark stirred
them considerably. Mr. Mundy has
not only lost his popularity as a preacher
there, but narrowly estaped an emphats
ic demonstration of public wrath.

Clarenden Enterprite, May 12:

Mr. 8. A. Brunson, who lives near
Suminerton, in the Santee Section, tells
us that duting the progress of thé
storm last Friday afternoor lightning
struck one of the chimueys to bis large
two-story house, nearly destroying it,
acd koocking down considerable
plastering, also setting fire to the up-
stairs of the house. At the time of
the stroke be was reelining on a benck
about sixteen feet distant, his childrea
tvere playing near, 4nd his wife sitting
near the door. He was knocked from
the bench and the two children felled to
the 8oor, and Mrs. Brunson was severce
Iy stunned. Two men who were feed-
ing in the lot at the time were also
knocked down by the fearful stroke.
His house is considerably damaged.
Weare truly glad to know that none
of his family wers seriously injared
Monday night his section was visited
by a very beavy hail storm, with moch
wiod and rain.

=

The government work in Charleston
barbor during April represented $240-
000.
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